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Fangs For The Memories 


"Oh, Dave.." 


The voice that greeted him didn't make any effort to hide its disappointment. In fact, the person's face didn't 
hide it either. 


Dressed in a black suit that was topped off with a red-lined cloak, Kirk looked him up and down and sighed. A 
pair of fangs were evident in his mouth and one hand, with pointed and painted nails, clutched the door frame. 


Dave felt a little guilty. He hadn't given the party much thought and, in his haste to get out, he'd thrown on a 
long coat and a pair of boots before slapping some corpse paint on his face. He thought his low-effort attempt 


would fly. What he hadn't betted on was his host being the King of Horror himself. 


The guilt had started to eat away as he'd pulled up to the house. A carriage, pulled by headless horses and 
driven by an equally headless horseman, stood amid the trees. A mannequin with a flaming touch stood beside 
the arched front door. And, beyond Kirk's shoulder, Dave could see a house that was a horror lover's wet 


dream. Gothic light fixtures arched away from pale walls and dark wood beams melted into the high ceilings. 


"Didn't really have time to think about," he mumbled in reply. 


Kirk gave him a small, sad smile and stepped to one side. "Come on. I'm sure I've got something thats going to 


fit you. Something a little more.. fitting for the occasion" 


Giving him a nod, Dave stepped into the house. From the hallway he could hear the sound of music and 
laughter, of people getting together and having fun for Halloween. 


Following in his host's footsteps, Dave allowed himself to be lead through winding hallways. They passed closed 
doors and the apparent party area. Dave itched to get in there and become the life and soul of the party. 
Partying was one of the few things that he loved doing, along with music and grilling. 


Kirk had extended the invite a couple of months previously. He was known for throwing a good Halloween party 
and, for once, Dave was tired of the corporate ones that he'd been invited to. What he hadn't betted on was 
that his costume would need to be on point. Like properly on point. Low effort was fine if your personality was 


dazzling. 
"Come on down" 


Dave found himself standing at the top of a stairway. Nestled beside a cupboard in the open-plan kitchen, it 


was otherwise completely hidden from view. "What's down there?" 


"Oh, just all of my collection Don't worry, Dave. I'm not going to murder you. Or experiment on you. Just going 


to make you look good." Kirk's slightly crooked smile sent shivers down Dave's spine. 
"But | already look good!" he gently protested. 


"You look like something from a movie where the producer spent the budget on booze and hookers. Come on. 


I'm not going to hurt you. | promise.” 


Huffing softly, Dave gave in. Not that he wasn't going to give in. He just wanted to mess with the other man a 
little. Truth be told, he was tired They'd just got off tour and people were already howling for more dates. A 
break away from it all, even for one night, was a welcome relief. And if it meant someone else taking care of 


him and making sure that he'd fit in with the rest of the party, then so be it. 


The stairs softly creaked beneath his feet. Whether that was a part of the house or by design, Dave didn't 
know. But they definitely added to overall spooky ambiance of the house. 


The stairwell opened onto a large, dimly lit anteroom. Candle-like bulbs flickered on the dark panelled walls and, 
directly ahead of him, was a pair of heavy double doors. Kirk walked ahead of him, the cloak swirling almost 
menacingly around his ankles. Dave had to admit that the effect was good and he could feel a chill creeping up 
his neck. Almost unconsciously, he reached behind himself and scratched the back of his neck. 


Kirk paused before the doors and turned to give Dave an almost cheeky smile. "Welcome to my house. Enter 


freely. Go safely, and leave something of the happiness you bring.” 


With a dramatic twist of his hips, the other man pushed the doors open and allowed Dave to enter. What he 
found on the other side was far more enchanting than what was above ground. Every wall was covered in the 
kind of panelling that would only be found in the oldest of houses. Iron light fittings jutted from the walls with 
more of the gently flickering bulbs held within their grasp. Artwork that hadn't been seen since the early days 
of film had been carefully framed and hung. Nooks hid bookcases, deep leather chairs, and artefacts from 


movies that had long since been forgotten 


As they walked so the child inside began to wake. Unable to keep his hands to himself, he let his fingers 
discreetly run over poster frames, masks, and the occasional displayed costume. All while his host whisked him 
through the winding basement of his house. If you could call it a basement. It was more than an art gallery. 
More than a collection. It was, Dave assumed, a home away from home for Kirk, a place for him to hide and 


catch up with the parts of his childhood that he may have missed out on. 
"Right this way, Mr Grohl." 


Dave had to smile at the change of tone in Kirk's voice. It had become deeper with a hint of authority. 
Rounding a final corner, Dave found himself standing before a pair of now-opened doors. Beyond them he could 
see what appeared to be mirrors and the hint of closets. Kirk stood in the doorway, the cloak brushing the 
floor behind him and Dave paused for a moment to admire the man before him. Tall and slender with his silver 
hair corkscrewing around his shoulders, Kirk's sweet, nerdy nature was the complete anti-thesis to the jocular, 
beer swilling guys that Dave himself saw on a regular basis. Most of those guys would have laughed at Kirk, 
teasing him for his collection, or for "dressing up", or for his fangs. Dave knew that Kirk probably wouldn't give 
two shits about those comments. But even he knew that words could, and would, cut deep. 


Which was why he had to step through those doors and change what he was wearing. He'd done the beer- 
swilling guy thing and thrown on the first thing that fell from his wardrobe in the hopes that it would pass as 
a Halloween costume. Kirk, and no doubt everyone else in the building, had taken time and effort and energy to 
craft something beautiful. On top of it all, they hadn't just created a costume. They'd created a persona to go 
with it. 


Stepping into the room, Dave found himself, for once, at a loss for words. A set of bi-fold mirrors sat in one 
corner. Beside them were more doors that lead, he presumed, into closets. Behind him, he found a queen size 
four poster bed complete with tapestries hanging and tied to the posts. He assumed that, somewhere beyond 
the bed, was a bathroom. A pair of deep, red leather armchairs sat beside the mirrors. 


Kirk smiled at him and gestured to around the room. He seemed to have returned to the person he knew. "Take 


a seat and let's see what we can find." 


Dave did as he was told but found that, even though the chair was super comfortable, he was unable to relax. 


He knotted his hands in his lap and, ever the drummer, tapped one foot against the floor. There was something 


about the set up and the atmosphere that was making him twitchy. 

He watched as Kirk opened the doors and wandered into the vast room beyond them. From his vantage point, 
Dave could see row upon row of rails. All of them were crammed with clothes and Dave wondered what Kirk 
was going to pull out. 

"Can you stand up for me?" Kirk's voice floated from the depths of the walk-in. 

Sit down. Stand up. Dave felt like he was at a kids party but, as always, he did as he was asked. With a big 
smile, and an arm full of clothes, Kirk wandered out. He dumped the hangers on the bed before walking up to 
Dave. 

"Let me get a look at your neck" 

"Is that so you can sink your fangs in?" Dave quietly teased. 

There was a sparkle in Kirk's dark eyes as he reached for Dave's hair. "Only if you want" 

Dave's grin melted to a deep, lusty groan as Kirk's hand wound into his hair and lifted it free of his shoulders. 
The sensation of being gently tugged made his cock twitch and stars burst behind his eyes. It also caused the 
smaller man to still. 


"So that's your kink, huh?" Kirk's voice was soft and so-very sweet. 


With his eyes closed and a blush facing across his cheeks, Dave nodded. The motion caused his hair to be 


pulled once more and another involuntary moan passed his lips. 
‘Ie heard about you," Kirk murmured, "from the other men you've been with." 


Dave didn't dare open his eyes. Didn't dare look at the other man. "Is that why you bought me down here? To 


seduce me? 


"Far from it." Warm breath tickled his throat and touched the throbbing vein behind his ear. "I bought you 


down here to dress you appropriately. But something else seems to have.. surfaced” 


Dave was still. Caught in a moment, he had two choices. Continue or stop. He loved Kirk and felt protective 


towards him. He wanted no one to hurt the man's innocent soul. 


On the other hand, things were about to take an interesting turn and Dave was discovering a darker side to 


the sweet man beside him. 


Fangs, as sharp as the were realistic, grazed at the spot behind his ear. Dave whimpered and his faded jeans 
tightened further. The hand in his hair continued to work its magic, pulling the skin of his throat as taut as a 


drum skin. 


| won't draw blood" Kirk's voice was nothing like the one Dave normally knew. It's tone was now pure sex, 


lusty, and with an edge of authority. "Not unless you want me to." 
"Blood's not the only thing you're gonna get out of me," he softly hissed. 
Kirk's free hand slid down his torso and to his groin. "Oh. | know. Want to get naked?" 


Dave went to nod but could only moan as strands of hair snapped between the other man's fingers. He could 
feel his breathing becoming heavier and the world around him was fading to focus on the sensations that 


coursed through him. 
I'd love to." 


"Good" The word was hissed in his ear as the fangs gently tugged at his skin. Dave groaned as they caught 
and sank a little deeper. The pain, focused on a single point, was exquisite and he couldn't hold back the gasps 
that erupted from deep inside of him. 


"Want you," he murmured. 


Kirk's hand closed around his groin as the sharpened teeth moved to pierce his skin. "I know you do. And | know 
a whole bunch of other people who'd love to sample your delights, too. But first | want you to strip for me. 
Get rid of those boring clothes." 


With that, the fangs, and Kirk, were gone. Trying to get himself under control, Dave opened his eyes and found 
the other man standing before him. A wicked grin twisted Kirk's lips and his eyes were blazing with excitement. 
He had a hand wrapped around one cocked hip and Dave could see the distinct outline of arousal beneath his 
friend's tight suit trousers. 


Taking a step back, he nervously fingered the buttons of his coat. They seemed to slide through his fingers 
until, finally, they fell away. Sliding the coat from his shoulders, Dave tossed it to one side. His eyes were 
forever on Kirk, watching as the other man's eyes swept over him. As with the coat, the black tshirt proved 
just as difficult. Dave knew that his striptease was anything but sexy. More awkward, as though he'd stepped 


back into his teenage years. 


He reached for his jeans once the shirt had been added to the coat only for a hand to stop him at his belt 
buckle. Kirk's dark eyes glimmered and his tongue flicked across his lips. A shiver snapped along Dave's spine 
and he struggled to swallow. Whatever was going to happen, he wanted it. He wanted to be immersed in the 


world that Kirk had created and savour every dark and divine moment of it. 


"Let me," Kirk purred. "Let me see the cock that I'm going to take a ride on" 


Dave watched as Kirk deftly undid the belt buckle and slid it away from the zipper. His hands worked slowly as 
though he was savouring the moment. There was the quiet rasp of metal parting before hands hooked into his 
waistband and gently pulled. Dave moaned softly when his cock sprang free and he heard Kirk give a sigh of 


pleasure. 


"Well, that's a beautiful sight" A finger curled beneath his chin and lifted his eyes to Kirk's. "I'm going to enjoy 
this." 


Taking a step back, Dave kicked off his boots and socks before doing the same with his jeans. Completely naked, 
he stood before Kirk and let the other man look him over. Dave tried to hide the heat that rose to his face as 
he was eyed up like a prime piece of meat. In recent months he'd been embarrassed by his appearance. He'd 

been eating too much and the weight was in evidence around his middle. His hands were moved out of the way 


as he tried to hide what he'd become. 


"You think of yourself as a monster. But we all age. And even monsters have hearts and a certain beauty to 
them," he finished with a smile. 


Dave managed to return the smile and was about to ask where Kirk wanted him when the other man stepped 
closer. The hand returned to his hair, tangling in the dark waves and giving it the gentlest of tugs. With a deep 
groan, Dave followed the movement until his neck was pulled tight. Those fangs, so sharp, and yet so gentle, 


grazed once more against his skin, their points a promise that he wanted to fall onto. 


He could feel them pressing closer, the threat of them breaking his skin only a heartbeat away. Kirk held them 
in place before pulling away, leaving Dave to groan at the loss. The wiry man stepped back and gave him 


another hungry look. 
"Later. If you're good. Now bend over the bed" 


Dave's heart was in his throat as he did as he was asked, his hips comfortable against the mattress. He 
stretched his aching body over the silky-smooth bedclothes and curled his hands around the wine-red bed 
runner. The muscles in his back began to relax and Dave could feel himself being lulled into a state of gentle 


sleep. 


Only to be snapped out of it when a hand cracked across his ass. Howling, he lifted himself onto his elbows and 
glanced over his shoulder. Kirk just gave him a shit-eating grin 


"I know what you want, Grohl. And you'll get it. But | call the shots here. And you're getting an ass red enough 
to match the bed sheets." 


With a growl, Dave buried his head in the sheets. Not that he was complaining. He was the unicorn of the sex 
world - a submissive bottom, a guy who was pushed around until the other partner was ready to take a ride 
on his cock And he had a whole slew of kinks to feed. Including, as he'd only just discovered, having his hair 
pulled. 


He felt Kirk step closer and then a hand was placed in the small of his back. For a moment, those guitar 
hardened fingers swept over his spine, tickling him and causing goosebumps to rise in their wake. Dave moaned 


softly and gave himself over to the man who was going to spend a few minutes give him what he wanted. 


The snug silence was broken by the sound of Kirk's hand making contact with his ass. Dave gave another hiss, 
his fingers momentarily curling into the bed before relaxing once more. The sting hissed over his nerves 
before melting into a warm glow. Whoever had told Kirk about him had done a good job. Dave loved being bent 
over and beaten before his partner climbed aboard. In fact, Dave had a pretty solid idea of who'd spilled the 
beans about what he liked to do behind closed doors. And there would be "words" the next time they met. 


Another crack and another sting. Dave played his part well, howling and shifting after each cutting strike. He 
may have looked like he was in pain but it was unreal how close he was to spilling himself onto the bed. He 
hadn't realised he had a hair-pulling kink until only moments earlier. If his almost painful state of arousal was 
anything to go by, he also had a vampire kink and he was hoping that Kirk would make good on his promise of 
sinking those deliciously sharp teeth into his neck. 


It didn't take long for him to fall into the warm, floating headspace that had become so common whenever he 
fell into bed with another. He enjoyed being in that place and, all too soon, he became still against the bed. Quiet 
mewls and the occasional twitch of an ankle were the only indications Kirk would have had to Dave's enjoyment, 
the pain long having been replaced with pleasure. 

Eventually the sparks were replaced by the warmth of a hand rubbing his reddened cheeks. 


"How are you feeling?" Kirk's voice had returned to its usual, boyish tone. 


Dave purred softly and lifted his head enough to give the other man a smile. It was a smile that was returned 


wholesale. 

"Good," he murmured. "Real good. Gonna come up here and take a ride before | ruin your sheets?" 

Kirk's smile widened and he reached for his belt. "Damn right | am. Roll over for me." 

Pulling himself onto the bed, Dave lay back against the plump pile of pillows and watched as the other man 
stepped out of his tight pants before slinking towards the bed. Oh yeah, he liked that. Liked it when they kept 
their clothes on in order to use and abuse his dick. 

He wrapped a hand around his cock and gave himself a few hard strokes as he watched Kirk prepare himself. 
He was ready to explode when the other man climbed onto the bed, a condom trapped between two painted 


fingernails. 


The other man's character was obviously returning as he sat at Dave's feet and reached out to run a sharp 


thumbnail over the head of Dave's cock. Kirk's movements were slow and measured, designed to both terrify 


and excite. 


And Dave could feel it. That knot in his groin told him all that he needed to know. He was in for the ride of his 
life and the edge of fear that glimmered in Kirk's eyes only added to the excitement. 


Delicate fingers rolled the condom down his shaft and Dave had to fight against melting into the bed and letting 
the other man completely take him. He wanted to watch. Wanted to savour. Wanted to commit everything to 


memory so that he could go home and relive it again and again. 


His eyes were on Kirk as the other man stalked along the bed, his movements as slow and languid as a cat. A 


tongue flicked over plump lips and dark eyes were lit with the fires of lust. 


Dave felt as though he was frozen in time. Waiting, just waiting, for the person who wanted to use him to 
begin He lay completely still as the willowy man threw a long leg over his hips, the cloak following and settling 
on his legs. The feeling of the long garment brushing against his skin was an odd sensation. Not that anything 
about the evening had been normal. 


He felt Kirk rise and fall as he impaled himself on Dave's cock. Dave tried not to howl and buck as Kirk's tight 
ass engulfed him. A soft, satisfied sigh crept from the other man's lips as his head fell back. That spiralling 
silver hair danced over the other man's shoulders, his chest heaving as he drew in deep breaths. Dave couldn't 
help himself and he let his hands rest on Kirk's slender thighs. His fingers stroked over soft, supple skin, 
eliciting more gasps and pock-marking the skin with tiny goosebumps. Dave had seen every horror film under 
the sun but the thought of falling under the spell of a vampire had never crossed his mind. 


Yet here he was, sprawled on a fabulous bed, with one - albeit a fake one - riding his cock And how divine it 
was. Dave couldn't help but stare as he watched the other man move. Every nerve, including his recently- 
spanked ass, was on fire, tightening and tingling and preparing for that inevitable moment. But it was a moment 
that Dave didn't want to come. He wanted to spend eternity on the bed with his legs spread wide and Kirk using 


him as a human sex toy. 

He stroked his way to Kirk's waist, his fingers wrapping around the other man and encouraging him to move. 
“That's it," he panted. "You feel fucking incredible. Keep going.” 

He rocked his hips up to meet Kirk's, revelling in the sounds that the other man made. Both of them were 
completely lost in the moment, connected yet completely still completely separate. Sliding his hands to the small 
of Kirk's back, Dave urged him down. 

"Come here. Kiss me. Bite me." He paused and took a deep, soul-shuddering breath. "Make me yours." 

At that, Kirk's eyes snapped open and a lopsided, yet devilish smile, pulled at his lips. Hands pressed to Dave's 


chest and the smaller man slid himself forward until his lips were nestled in the crook of Dave's neck. Not 


wanting to miss a beat, Dave rolled his hips, thrusting as hard as he could. He felt his cock press against that 


spot deep inside of Kirk, making the other man shudder and whine. His own orgasm was flying towards him, his 
head swimming and body tingling. 


"Harder," Kirk whispered in his ear. "Fuck me harder." 


Always one to do as he was told, Dave planted both feet on the bed and began to give the other man all that 
he desired. His cock slid in and out of Kirk, his own voice groaning softly as the smaller man flexed around him. 
Both of them sensed that time was of the essence and that they still needed so much more from the 


encounter. 


Lips sighed behind his ear and the tip of a talented tongue deftly licked at his skin. Dave shuddered and 


tightened his arms around Kirk, holding him close as those teasing teeth once more nipped at his flesh. 
"Yes," he sighed. "Yes, please." 


Fingers grazed over his nipples, causing them to harden and making the damned fireworks in his skull explode 


once more. Dave found it nearly too much to bear as Kirk's free hand once more wound into his hair. 
"Not going to last. l'm not going to last." 
Kirk's voice was as gentle as a summer's breeze. "Force it down, my love. Force it down" 


Pressing himself back to the bed, Dave whined yet slowed his frantic rocking. With his feet planted on the bed, 
he paused and held himself deep inside of Kirk. Yet the sensation of having his cock roughly ridden were 
replaced by entirely new ones. Tiny pinpricks against his skin, the pain focused on such a small area that Dave 


thought he was going to explode. 


And then they were inside of him, the pain as smooth as a needle sliding into his flesh. He was desperate to lie 
still and Kirk placed a hand flat against his chest in order to keep him down. The smaller man said no more, his 
lips instead moving against wounds that Dave couldn't see. He felt the warmth of kisses, and of blood on his 
neck. The smell of iron slowly seeped into the air. Dave forced himself to relax as Kirk drank from him. Never 
did he think that he'd be into blood play. Twenty four hours ago, being cut or bitten and having his blood taken 
by another would have repulsed him. Yet, in Kirk's hands, it seemed completely normal. Completely normal and a 
delicious switch up from what he normally experienced. Not that his other bed partners were any less exciting. 


Kirk, and his fangs, were just a little more.. exotic. 

He could feel himself once more falling into the beautiful headspace, a void between the worlds. As Kirk suckled 
at the wounds so he began to move, his ass drawing Dave's cock back inside of him. His hands rested loosely 
at Kirk's hips, letting the other man do whatever he wished. 


"Come for me, Dave," Kirk purred in his ear. 


Dave knew that he couldn't hold back any longer and, with Kirk's lips still attached to his throat, he began to 


give the other man all that he had. He was being driven crazy, almost overwhelmed by what he was feeling. 
Hands gripped his shoulders and those teeth once more sank into his skin as Kirk let out a guttural cry. Semen 
spilled against his stomach and the tension was torn from Dave's body as he filled the condom. His own voice 


was lost as he relished his climax. 


Slowly, like snow falling, Dave eased himself back to the bed. His eyes were heavy and his vision blurred. But, as 
it settled, he could see Kirk still straddling his hips. Blood stained his lips and trickled to his chin and Dave 
reached to touch the wounds. His fingers came away warm and bloodied. He dipped them into the strings of 
come that decorated his stomach and chest and offered them out to his friend. 


"You made a mess," he said with a grin. 


The smile that he got in return was equally as impish. Grabbing his wrist, Kirk happily licked the stained fingers 


clean 


Dressed in a sharp, black suit with a white shirt unbuttoned to his chest, Dave mingled among the party- 
goers. Kirk had carefully repainted his face, accentuating his cheekbones and eyes. Bar a couple of puncture 
marks on his throat, Dave wore no other accessories. To the casual tipsy Halloween guest, they looked like 


make up. Yet Dave knew the truth. 


Cradling a glass of wine in one hand, he made his way across the room, catching his host's attention as he did. 
Giving Kirk a smile, he mouthed, Later? 


The smaller man, now impeccably dressed and acting as though what had happened in his subterranean 
bedroom was the most normal thing ever, grinned and nodded. No one needed to know. Well, no one but those 


they told. And, as Dave's eyes swept over the room, they came to rest on their perfect next victim. 


